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    To Jacob,
Your love was fierce, your presence unforgettable, untamed and unapologetic, and your loss shattering. You taught me the meaning of loyalty, passion, and how fragile life can be. Even though you're gone, the mark you left on my heart will never fade.
Our love was a force of nature, and no amount of time or distance can take that away. You will always be a part of me.
I love you more then the bad days.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Don't give a damn what these keys are for
I'm gonna knock down that front door, and
I'm gonna find out what that house is made of."
—Eric Church, Like a Wrecking Ball
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To Jacob,

Your love was fierce, your presence unforgettable, untamed and unapologetic, and your loss shattering. You taught me the meaning of loyalty, passion, and how fragile life can be. Even though you’re gone, the mark you left on my heart will never fade.

Our love was a force of nature, and no amount of time or distance can take that away. You will always be a part of me.

I love you more then the bad days.
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Life isn’t a straight line—it’s a chaotic scribble of moments you never saw coming. Twists you weren’t ready for. Wreckage you didn’t choose but still had to crawl through. I learned that the hard way.

Before I hit 30, I’d lived a dozen lives. I had loved like it was the only thing keeping me alive. I had lost like the universe was trying to gut me from the inside out. I’d screamed into pillows, into windshields, into the void—and gotten silence back. I’ve watched people walk away, and I’ve walked away from people I never thought I’d survive without.

This isn’t some feel-good, everything-works-out-in-the- end bullshit. This is about the in-between. The ache. The survival.

When I started writing, I asked myself, Who’s going to care about my story? But maybe you’ve asked yourself that too. Maybe life knocked the wind out of you, left you scraping yourself off the floor, wondering how the hell you’re still standing. Maybe grief hollowed you out. Maybe love betrayed you. Maybe you’re just tired.


Same.


Grief doesn’t wait for permission. It doesn’t care that you’ve got bills to pay, a kid to feed, a face to put on. When I lost Alex, I didn’t get to fall apart. I had to keep going—dead-eyed and robotic—because the world never fucking stops.
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I carried it like a ghost. Quiet. Heavy. Always there. Until I wrote this.

This book became the scream I never let out. The tears I swallowed. The “fuck you” I couldn’t say out loud. Every word here is a piece of that weight. Of that grief. Of that survival.

It’s not perfect. It’s not polished. It’s real.

If you’re here, reading this, maybe you’re looking for some- thing real too. Maybe you just need to know you’re not crazy for feeling like the ground keeps shifting under you. That you’re not weak for breaking. That healing isn’t linear and strength sometimes looks like just getting out of bed.

This is my truth.

It’s messy, it’s brutal, it’s full of fight. But it’s also full of hope.

Not the kind you see in movies. The kind that crawls up from rock bottom and whispers, Not yet. We’re not done.

So no—this book won’t fix you.

But maybe it’ll make you feel a little less alone while you fix yourself.

Let’s bleed, rage, grieve, and rebuild together.

—Britt-Ann

[image: image]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​​Acknowledgments


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]
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To my son Jaxon , —


The light in my darkest moments. You gave me a reason to keep going when I didn’t think I could. You are my heart, my hope, and my greatest achievement.


To Nicole—


For the laughter, tears, and the wild ride we shared. You were there when I needed you most, and those memories will always mean the world to me. “If we don’t have each other, who do we have?”


To Brooke —


You are more than just my son’s stepmom—you’re a partner in raising him, a constant in his life, and a source of kindness I will always appreciate. Thank you for loving our son as your own and for creating a safe, nurturing environment for him to thrive. Your presence has meant so much, not only to him but to me, knowing he has someone like you in his corner.


To Jesse —


You’re not just his father—you’re his anchor, his unwavering foundation. Thank you for stepping up, for being there for him,
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and for showing him what it means to be strong and present. Our journey hasn’t always been easy, but your role in his life has been invaluable. I am grateful for the bond you share with him and for the ways you’ve made co-parenting possible.

Together, the two of you have given our son stability, love, and a home where he can grow into the extraordinary person he’s meant to be. I’ll always be thankful for that.

To the readers holding this book: thank you for taking a chance on my story. I hope it reminds you that even in the messiest, most chaotic parts of life, there’s still strength to be found.
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They say your life flashes before your eyes in moments of chaos. Mine didn’t flash.

It unraveled.

Scene by scene. Memory by memory.


Like film melting in an old projector—crackling, burning, folding in on itself.

The laughter of a child echoing in a hallway that doesn’t exist anymore.


The roar of a motorcycle slicing through a quiet street.


The sound of my own voice, hoarse from screaming at people I thought would never leave.


And then—nothing. Just silence.

Not the peaceful kind.

The kind that hums in your bones like something’s missing. Like someone was just there—and now they’re not.

This story doesn’t start with sunshine. It starts in the dark.


It starts with a girl who had to grow up too fast, who learned the world didn’t hand out happy endings—just bruises, bills, and backstories nobody asked for.


It’s not a fairy tale.

There’s no magic fix, no savior, no sudden clarity. Just survival.
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Just grit.

Just getting up one more time when everything in your body is begging you to stay down.

This is a story about loss—the kind that rips you open and doesn’t say sorry.

About love that feels more like war.

About grief that follows you into rooms where no one else can see it.

About choosing to live, again and again, even when it doesn’t feel worth it.

So if you’re looking for something pretty, this ain’t it. But if you want real?

If you want truth so raw it sometimes bleeds? You’re home.
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I didn’t write this book because I had all the answers.

I wrote it because life kept throwing punches, and I needed to prove to myself—and maybe to you—that I could still fucking stand.

This isn’t a guide to healing. It’s not a memoir wrapped in pretty bows and silver linings. It’s blood and guts. It’s every scar I tried to cover, every truth I tried to bury, ripped out and laid bare on these pages. I’ve made choices I’m not proud of. I’ve survived things I never thought I’d live through. And I’m still here.


That counts for something.


If you’ve ever looked around and thought, how the hell did I end up here?—this is for you. If you’ve ever held your own hand through heartbreak, picked yourself up off the floor with shaking knees, or smiled while your soul was bleeding out—this is for you. If you’ve ever felt like the world was trying to chew you up and spit you out, and you somehow clawed your way forward anyway—yeah, this is definitely for you.


This is my story.

Messy. Unapologetic. Unfiltered.


It’s about what it means to survive when no one hands you a roadmap. When love is a warzone, family is a wound that never fully scabs over, and healing feels like a punchline. It’s about the people who came into my life like hurricanes, the ones who
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left without warning, and the ones who stayed and helped me rebuild from the rubble.

It’s not always pretty. But it’s real.

And if nothing else, I hope it makes you feel a little less alone. Let’s fucking begin.
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I was born in Hemet, California, to Marge Foster and Thomas Coswell. For most of my life, Hemet was just a name on a piece of paper—a town I barely remembered, a backdrop to a childhood that was anything but idyllic. My parents’ relationship was doomed from the start, and by the time I was six, the cracks had turned into a gaping chasm neither of them could cross.

Some kids are born into lullabies and warm hands, into bedtime stories whispered against the soft hush of a mother’s love. Some kids grow up in houses that feel like fortresses— safe, steady, unmoving. They are cradled in warmth, wrapped in certainty, carried through childhood on the shoulders of stability. They go to sleep with full bellies, in beds that don’t shift from one home to another. They know the sound of their mother’s laughter, the weight of their father’s hand resting gently on their back, the steady rhythm of love that doesn’t falter.


I wasn’t one of them.


I was born into chaos. Into slamming doors and unfinished apologies. Into cigarette smoke curling through cracked win-
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dows. Into a house that wasn’t a home, with parents who were just people—flawed, reckless, making the same mistakes over and over.

My earliest memories are of a dim, cramped apartment where my mom, my brother James, and I tried to make a life. It felt more like a holding cell than a home, its walls vibrating with tension even a child could sense. Strangers drifted in and out, their faces obscured by cigarette smoke and the haze of slurred voices. They left behind burn marks on the furniture, empty bottles, and an ever-present sense of danger—like a storm cloud that never cleared.

I didn’t inherit lullabies. I inherited noise. Raised voices, sharp and jagged, cutting through walls too thin to hold them back. The crash of something breaking—a plate, a glass, a promise. The shuffle of footsteps that meant someone was leaving again—maybe for a night, maybe for good. The weight of silence when the fighting stopped, when there was nothing left to say, when my mother sat alone at the kitchen table, staring at nothing, her cigarette burning down to the filter, forgotten between her fingers.

My mom, Marge, used to be vibrant—full of energy, full of dreams. I think she had big plans once—bigger than the small town we lived in, bigger than the narrow walls of our house. But life has a way of wearing people down, and by the time I came along, she was already tired. Her laugh didn’t light up the room anymore; her smile didn’t reach her eyes. There was this weight she carried—one I was too young to understand, though I felt its shadow in the way she moved, the way she sighed, the way she disappeared.

She wasn’t a bad person. She loved books, had a way of explaining things that made you feel smart just for listening. I
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ROOTS IN CHAOS

heard once that she wanted to be a teacher. But those dreams faded—crushed under the weight of bad choices, bad men, and bad luck. By the time I really knew her, all that remained were fragments—the way she’d hum softly while reading the newspaper, the way she’d light up for a second while helping me with homework. Life chipped away at her until even those moments became rare.

My dad, Thomas, was a fixer once. Cars, fences, toys—hell, I think he could fix just about anything. Anything, it seemed, except himself. By the time I was old enough to notice, he was already wrapped up in his own battles. His temper was a ticking bomb, and when it exploded, it was like a hurricane tore through the house. Words became weapons. Objects became collateral damage. And when the storm passed, he’d disappear for days, leaving behind the shattered pieces for us to pick up.

Together, they were like two storms colliding, leaving destruc- tion in their wake.

And me? I was stuck in the middle, trying to dodge the debris— until the storms finally pulled apart.

Their first breakup wasn’t sudden, not really. It was more like erosion—slow, inevitable. Fights grew colder, silences stretched longer, and eventually, Thomas packed up and left, retreating to Oregon and leaving behind more questions than answers. My mom never said much about it. She just went quieter, heavier, like part of her had left with him.

For two years, he was gone. A name we didn’t mention. A shadow that no longer passed through the hallway.

But suddenly, there he was—standing in the doorway of our apartment like a ghost that had remembered its way home. He looked different. Older, maybe. Calmer. Steadier in a way that didn’t match the swirling disorder of the world I was still trapped
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in.

He didn’t say much. He didn’t need to. There was something in the way he looked at me—like he’d already made up his mind. Then he stepped forward, scooped me into his arms, and carried me out the door like it was the most natural thing in the world— as if he’d just remembered he was supposed to be my father.

I remember the mix of shock and relief that washed over me— a strange blend of emotions I couldn’t fully understand at the time. Part of me wanted to run to him, to feel safe for the first time in forever, but another part hesitated, unsure if he was really here to help or if this was just another fleeting moment of hope waiting to be crushed.

Looking back, I don’t know what drove him to come back for me. Guilt? Responsibility? Some instinct he couldn’t ignore? All I know is that he showed up, and my mom didn’t stop him. Maybe she knew, deep down, that I’d be better off with him.

Maybe she didn’t have the strength to fight.

When we arrived in Oregon, I was expecting a house, a bed, something solid. I imagined warmth, the steady comfort of a roof overhead, and a place where I could finally exhale. Instead, we pulled up to a patch of muddy ground where a single tent sagged under the weight of the rain. The air smelled of damp earth and wet canvas, and the cold felt sharper here—cutting through my clothes like tiny needles. My chest sank as I realized this was it—this was home. I glanced at my dad, hoping for some reassurance, but he was already unloading the truck, his silence heavier than the overcast sky. What I got was a tent pitched on my grandparents’ land. It wasn’t temporary; it was survival.

The Oregon rain didn’t care about our struggles. It seeped through the flimsy fabric, soaking everything in its path. Morn-

[image: image]

ROOTS IN CHAOS

ings were brutal, waking up to the damp chill that clung to my skin like a second layer. The smell of mildew was constant— heavy in the air.


And then my mom and brother showed up.


My dad might have rescued me from California, but he didn’t slam the door shut behind us. My mom brought the same storm of chaos with
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